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ESKDALE. 

A 
DESCRIPTIVE POEM. 
SHREWSBURY: 

PRINTED BY J. AND W. EDDOWES. 

1795s 


| a few Lines in the Concluſion, 


EsxDaLE, or the DALE by the River Es, lies about the Center of that 
Diſtrict of the Border of SCOTLAND, which is thus deſcribed by Dr. Percy 
in his REtiques oF ANTIENT Pok TRY: © Moſt of the fineſt old Scotch 
Songs have the Scene laid within twenty Miles of EnGLanD, which is indeed 


& all poetic Ground, green Hills, Remains of Woods, clear Brooks. The 


cc paſtoral Scenes remain: of the rude Chivalry of former Ages, happily nothing 


« remains but the Ruins of the Caſtles.” 


The following little Poxm, deſcriptive of the Scenery of this Country, was 
written in early Youth, when the Situation of the Author gave him little 
Opportunity of being acquainted with Engliſh Poetry, It was then publiſhed 
at the Requeſt of ſome Friends who had the Kindneſs to take an Intereſt in 


it, from the Circumſtances in which it was compoſed. 


As it is now reprinted at their Deſire, the Author has not thought himſelf 


at Liberty to make any material Alterations in it, except by the Addition of 


THOMAS TELFORD. 
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DESCRIPTIVE POEM. 
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Thy pleaſant Banks, O Esk and ſhady Groves, 

The Seat of Innocence, and fimple Loves, 

Demand my lay !—may thy own Muſe deſcend, 

And o'er 1 mach lov'd Scenes my feeble Steps attend 


Here, lofty Hills in varied proſpect riſe, 
Whoſe airy Summits mingle with the Skies, 
B Round 
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Round whoſe green brows, and by the aged thorn, 
The early Shepherd ſeeks his Flock at morn; 
Or, on the ſunny fide at noontide laid, 
Sees his white charge ba gay profuſion. ſpread, 
While ned the Know, beneath th' inſpiring Sun, 
His bounding Lambs their playful races run. 


Deep wind the green ſequeſter'd Glens a 
Where murmuring Streams among the Alders flow,. 
Where flowery Meadows down their Ma rgins ſpread, 
And the brown Hamlet lifts its humble head. 
There, round his little fields, the Peaſant ſtrays, 
And fees his flock along the mountain te 711 
And, while the Gale breathes o'er his rip'ning grain, 
And ſoft repeats his upland Shepherd's ſtrain, 
And 
a A ule 1 Hill. 
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And weſtern Suns with mellow radiance play, 
And gild his ſtraw-roof'd Cottage with their ray ;— — 
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Feels Nature's Love his throbbing heart employ, 
Nor envies Towns their artificial joy. 


At diſtance, Rocks in glittering ſplendor ſtand, | 
When firſt the Sun falutes the joyous Land: | 
But when he gains the ſummit. of the Skies, | 
And o'er our heads in wanton triumph flies, | 
The fragrant Groves afford a chequer'd ſhade: 
Of various hues, by Nature's hand arrayed. 
Here, cluſtering thick, the Oaks their branches ſpread, 1 
And there the lofty Aſh tree rears his head 3 | 


The chearful Birch amid the grove prevails, 


And wafts her odours on refreſhing gales: _ | 
Theſe 
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Theſe, thick embowering, dene à cool retreat, 
Where Heats in vain, and angry Tempeſts beat; 5 
Or ſcattering wide, an opening Glade appears, 


Where Elves and Fa airies play'd in former years; g 


Theſe gentle Beings ſought green Haunts of yore, 


But all their wanton feats are now no more. 


Where, far above, the cloſing Vale recedes, 
And all the ſoften'd Landfcape ſinks in ſhades, 
Confin'd by meeting Hills o'erhung with Woods, 
The foaming Stream precipitates his Floods : 
Thence, flowly winding thro' the fertile Plain, 
He onward 1 till Hills confine again. 

Now loſt, now ſeen, he rolls his gathering train, 


Till, ſunk in Woods profound, he fecks the Weſtern Main. - 


Not 
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Not thus in ages paſt; one Foreſt wild, 
Nor the green Hill, nor pleaſant Valley ſmil'd; 


But rugged Glens and pathleſs Woods were ſeen, | 
Where Beaſts of prey howl'd round their bloody Den. 


Rude BRITAIN then, (the poliſh's Arts atknown,) 
To barbarous rage, and headlong fury prone, 

Prey'd on Ba to hunt the mountain Boar, 

To hear the Hills reſound the ſavage roar, 

To bend the Bow, and run the rapid | Race, 

Or foremoſt brave the Tide in doubtful Chace, 

Was their delight: the Celtic Feaſt ſucceeds, 

The Shell went round and Songs of warlike deeds : 

Fir'd by the ſound, the Hunters ruſh'd to fight, 

Devoid of fear their hearts, their ſteps unknown to flight.— 


C Thus: 
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Thus liv'd the ancient Heroes of the North, 


And thus they fought when FinGar led them forth:; 
When, Prince of Scottiſh Bards, great Oss1an ſung, 


While to his voice the echoing Morven rung.— 


And thus in later days, when Engliſh Arms 


Shook thy deep Woods with Wars untir'd alarms, | 


On the dark Rock the Boxpzr CAsTLE roſe, 
And frown'd defiance on its Southern Foes. 
Around the chief the ready Vaſſals throng, 
And the Hall echoed to the warlike Song. 


Forth to the Field, when roſe the opening Day, 
March'd the ſtern Bands, and mix'd in bloody fray; 


Or, filent ſtealing by the moon-beam cold, 


Swept, o'er the dan, the riches of the Fold. 


Alternate 
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Alternate Plunder mark d the varying Vears; 

Each Ev'ning brought its Triumphs, or its Tears: 
While Power and Rapine grew from Sire to Son, 
And the Song ſanction'd what the Sword had won. 

Awaked at length, BRITANNIA reared her head, 

And feudal Power, and Superſtition fled. 

One equal Law, * the hoſtile Nations bound, 

And Peace diffus d os unknown joys around; 
Commerce at laſt her daring Sails unfurl'd, 


And BRITAIN roſe the envy of the World. 


As o'er the Land improving Arts extend, 


Rejoicing EsKDALE feels their powers deſcend, 


* The Union. 
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Stript of her cumb'rous loads, her Mountains rife, 


While at their feet the peopled Valley lies : | | 
The leſs' ning Woods, that dark and diſmal frown'd, 
Now ſpread their ſhelter, not their gloom, around : 


And where the boggy Fen neglected lay, 


Smiles the white Cottage and the Village gay.— 


Her Sons, inſpir d by love of Arts and Arms, 
Whoſe glowing n patriot Virtue warms, 
Around the World the much loy'd name convey, 
From Weſtern Oceans to. the rifing Day. 

None bolder riſe in BRITAIN's ſacred Cauſe, 


None wiſer in the Senate form her Laws. 
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Een now, fhe ſpreads her Jon Ns TON E's ſounding Name, 
Ad points to * PAsLEYs in the rolls of Fame. 
Theſe on thy Banks, O Esx! were wont to ſtray, 
Smiling in youthful prime and infant play,— 
Oft thro' thy Woods they've rang'd unknown to Care, 
And pull'd the hazel Nuts, and Roſes fair, 
Or wandering bold, thy moſs-clad Rocks among, 


Heard Echo anſwer to their joyous Song.— 
SF: As 


© The Weſterhall Family, which is now repreſented by Sir WILLIAM Por- 


TENEY, Bart, who is well known in the political World, and for the very 
active Part which he takes in the promoting every Plan for the Improvement 
of the Country, 


The PasLEys of CRaic, one of whom, Sir THoMas PASLEY, Bart. Rear- 
Admiral of the Red, will long be dear to every Briton for his gallant Services 
in the Actions with the French Fleet on the 1ſt of June, 1794, when his 
ſpirited Exertions contributed in an eminent Degree to the ſignal Victory gained 
by the Britiſh Fleet, 
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As the young Lion near his native Den, 
By depth of Woods remov'd from Haunts of Men, 
Around che ruſtling Buſh, or Fang Tree, 
Plays harmleſs long in wanton ſport and. glee, 
Till growing Strength awakes his latent Fire, 


Then roams abroad, and emulates his Sire. 


Thus in their Breaſts they felt the generous Flame, 


And glowing ſigh'd for an immortal Name. 


While ſome the Field and warlike Honours charm, 


Paternal Deeds their throbbing Boſoms warm ; 

O'er Ocean's awful Realm they boldly ſweep, 

And hurl the Britiſh Thunders o'er the Deep. 
Others, intent by Arts their Name to raiſe, 


In diſtant * Regions ſeek the Meed of Praiſe, 


Gina Palaar, for many Youn Surgeon- General to the . 


Company at Madras. 


In 
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In other Climes diſplay their native fire, 
And prove the Virtues which thy Scenes inſpire. 


The Muſes too, from Trames* green Margin came, 
And on thy Banks have nurs'd young Sons of Fame; 
With care they form'd. thy * AxmsTRONG's riſing Soul, 
And bade his Name reſound from Pole to Pole; 
Reſolv'd their fay'rite Pope ſhould live again, 

They gave thy * Mick all his tuneful Strain, 
Taught him to roll the Tide of Verſe along, 

And Gama's deeds immortalize in Song. 


Ah 


Dr. RALPH Ixvinc, a Man of very ſuperior Talents, Author of ſeveral 
valuable medical Eſſays, and much diſtinguiſhed in India by the late Sir 


WILLIAM JoNES, 


Dr. ARMSTRONG, Author of that beautiful Poem on The Art of preſerv- 
ing Health. 


* WiiLiam Julivs Mickrz, Tranflator of the Luſiad. 


11 
Ah! if thy Charms would rouſe his filial Flame 


To bid them live with his unfading Name, 


Then, tho' Time roll'd his circling Years away, 


Or, War's dread Havock madę thy Vales his prey, 
Thy bright ning Fame in diſtant Realms would ſhine, 
| | And WinpsoR's rural Beauties yield to thine !— 
s | Ah! rain the Wiſh ! and 1 the Muſe's tear! 
Thy a fleeps on his untimely "RTP 
| On other ſcenes his dying Eyelids clos'd— 
| In other Vales his hallow'd Duſt 's repos'd !|— 
I Genius and Friendſhip weep around his | Urn, 
And all thy Hills, and all their Echoes, mourn. 
| Yet ſtill, one Voice, while fond Remembrance ſtays, 
.One feeble Voice, ſhall celebrate thy praiſe, 


Shall 
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„ 
Shall tell thy Sons that, whereſoc'er they roam, 
The Hermit Peace hath built her Cell at home; 
"Tell them, Ambition s wreath, and Fortune's gain, 
But ill ſupply the Pleaſures of the Plain ; 
Teach their young Hearts thy fimple Charms to prize, 


To love their native Hills, and ble their native Skies. 
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